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FONING OF STEPHEN. 


Stoning was a punishment much in use among 
the Hebrews, and the rabbins reckon all crimes 
as being subject to it, which the law condemns to 
death, without expressing the particular mode. It 
is said that when a man was condemned to death 
he was led out of the city to the place of 2xecu- 
tion, and there exhorted to acknowledge and con- 
fess his faults. He was then stoned in one of two 
ways, either stones were thrown upon him till he 
died, or he was thrown headlong down a steep 
place, and a large stone rolled upon his body. 

This cruel treatment was inflicted upon St. 
Stephen, an innocent man, who had a revelation 
from God, and communicated it to the people who 
were near him. This revelation they pretended 
was a blasphemous imposition—they therefore de- 
termined upon stoning him to death? But while 
suffering under such severe and unmerited pun- 
ishment, he cried out amidst his torments, ‘‘ Lord, 
lay not this sin to their charge.”? Christ upon the 
cross prayed for his murderers—‘‘ Father, forgive 


them, for they know not what they do,” and the | 


disciple Stephen, closely copying his Master’s 
benevolent spirit, in the same manner cried with 
his Jast breath, ‘‘ lay not this sin to their charge.” 
Amidst these cruelties, he fell asleep, a common 
expression among the Jews to signify death, and 
especially the death of a good man. How much 
we owe to the spread of a divine religion, which 
forbids such cruelties and banishes every unhal- 
lowed passion from the breast of man! [Juy. Repos. 
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WILD BILL, or the Mississippi Orson. 
Although the story of Wild Bill may not claim 
parallel interest with the eloquent history of mind 
in the case of Caspar Hauser, it may, neverthe- 
less present one claim to attraction: it is literally 


matter of fact, without the slightest admixture of 


coloring of any sort—and within the knowledge 
of citizens of the highest standing in Mississippi 
and Louisiana. Judge Butler, of the latter State, 
is capable of furnishing many more details than I 
have been enabled to obtain. Although I have 
heard the oral statements of many persons who 
have seen the subject of the narrative, I am in- 
debted mainly for the facts it contains—with which 
the statements referred to uniformly agree, to one 
of the first planters in the parish of Rapidas, in 
Louisiana. He became a temporary resident at 


Woodville, a considerable village in the interior 
of Mississippi, in 1811.—Here he first saw the 


boy called Wild Bill, who then resided with a Mr. 
Benjamin Rollins. 


that vicinity, saw on the margin of the swamps 


{ 
}in the manner of a hunting aniual, on the shore 
‘of one of the lakes that aboaud in that region. 
| His object was to catch frogs, a species of hunt- 


‘ing at which he seemed very expert. 


He had at that time made so , 


BOSTON, December 5, 1834. 


He was secured in the Mississippi swamp, not } 
far from the present site of Pinckneyville. The 
circumstances that led to his being taken, were 
these: Some settlers, who had recently settled in 


the prints of the naked foot of a boy. This led 
them to closer observation; which soon discover- 
ed to them a naked boy, walking with the gait and 


When he 
}had caught them, he devoured them raw. The 
| discoverer attempted to approach him: but so soon 
‘ds the wild Jad saw him, he fled with the usual 
\terror of an untamed creature at the sight of a 
man, towards a lake, into which he plunged,— 
diving and swimming with the ease of an amphibi- 
ous animal. 

These occurrences naturally excited much in- 
terest among the settlers; and they collected ina 
body to make an united effort totake him. After 








hunting for him for some time, they at length dis- 
covered him under a persimon tree, eating the 
fruit. As soon as he observed his pursuers, he 
fled as before, doubling the bush like a fox, and 
making again forthe water. Excusing themselves 
| by the motive, the hunters adopted their usual ex- 
pedient for catching animals, they put their dogs 
on the trail of the strange game. They soon tired 
him down, and brought him to bay. Though no 
metaphysicians to form mental theorems out of 
the case of their new conquest, they discovered 
that the two-legged, unfeathered creature, had 
the natural animal instinct of fight—for he made 





courage and ferocity that might be expected to 
result from his age and physical strength. 

But although he fought like any other animal, 
he was compelled to yield to numbers, and was 
fairly caught and bound. He was then, it is sup- 
posed, not far from nine years old—naked, and 
perfectly speechless. His form was slender, but 
well proportioned, and capable of extreme agility. 
His eyes were brilliant; his hair sandy, and his 
complexion florid; a circumstance which may be 
accounted for, from his having lived almost entire- 
ly in the deep shades of the forest. Woodville 
was the nearest considerable settlement, and 
thither he was carried for the experiment of do- 
mestication. 

Eighteen months or two years after his capture 
—the period as I have said, when my informan: 
first saw him—he had still a look perfectly indica- 
tive of his name. He was yet wild, although he 
could now make himself understood. It was more 
difficult to overcome his appetite for raw flesh, 
than to learn him to speak. 

The love of the excitement of alcohol seems to 
be another common appetite of the man of nature, 
for he soon manifested an urconquerable longing 
for spirits in any form,—especially when rendered 
very sweet,—upon which he became intoxicated 
whenever he had an opportunity. Whether he 
discovered the usual developement of the other 
animal propensities, my informant does not know: 
but he always remained a wild animal in the fierce- 
ness of his temper. When playing-with lads of 
his age, the moment his passions were roused in 
any way, his first movement was to strike them 
with whatever instrument was nearest at hand. 
After his partial domestication, they attempted to 





much progress in learning to converse, that he | put him at work; but he showed a truly savage 


was quite intelligible. 


It is believed that he had | disrelish for labor. 


He was sure immediately to 


then been taken about eighteen months or two | run away; generally making for the town, where 


years, 


| his amusement was to mount on horseback when- 








battle upon dogs and men wicca the full amount of: - 


‘Vol. VENI. 


ever he was allowed the opportunity. Riding was 
his passion; and he would mount every horse in 
a livery stable in succession, merely for the plea- 
sure of riding them to water. In other respects he 
was quick and intelligent. His appearance was 
rather agreeable, and in his favor. 

The training which he recéived was either un- 
favorable to a good moral developement, or it had 
been originally denied him by nature; for he be- 
came quarrelsome, addicted to drunkenness, and 
not at all a lover of the truth. Consequently a 
great deal of doubt and uncertainty must rest upon 
the history of his early recollections; though they 
were so often repeated, and so nearly in the same 
form, as to have gained credence with the people 
among whom he lived. He stated that he had a 
dim remembrance of coming down the Mississippi 
with his father’s family in a flat boat—that the 
boat landed,—that his father killed his mother,— 
and that he fled in terror into the swamps, expect- 
ing that his father would kill him also; and that 
from that time he had subsisted on frogs, animals 
and berries,—living in warm weather among the 
cane, and in cold weather in a hollow tree. 

It is extremely unfortunate that so few details 
remain of the domestication and character of Wild 
Bill; though it is hoped that this imperfect ae- 
count may call forth from the persons with whom 
he lived and died, ampler and more satisfactory 
information respecting him. It is believed that 
he died when at the age of 18 or 19, that is near the 
year 1818; after a domestication of about 9 years. 

[ Washington Telegraph. 








RELIGION. 


Writien for the Youth’s Companion. 
YOUTHFUL PIETY. 
“The flower of youth never appears more beautiful than when it 
bends towards the Sun of Righteousness.” 

Youth may, in many respects, be compared to 
a flower. They both attract attention, solicit ad- 
miration, and afford pleasure. To the lover of 
nature, especially, does the flower present a love- 
ly sight; it is the emblem of innocence, the pie- 
ture of beauty, the source of pleasure. Thus 
youth presents a sight pleasing to the eye;—full 
of health, of blooming beauty, of promise; the 
joy of fond parents, brothers and sisters, the de- 
light of playmates and friends. You have all 
seen the beautiful sun-flower turning its face to- 
ward the sun, and spreading forth its yellow leaves 
to his mild and cheering rays; and when you have 
gazed, you have admired the sight. But far 
more beautiful, in the eyes of all good people, 
does youth appear, when turned to ‘‘ behold the 
Lamb of God,” who is the ‘‘ Sun of Righteous- 
ness,”’ and the light of heaven. Never does 
youth appear so lovely as when robed in piety. 
He who in early life gives his heart to the Saviour 
secures an immortal prize, an infinite treasure, 
the ‘‘ pearl of price unknown.’” He knows what 
real happiness is, and lays a foundation for end- 
less bliss in heaven. 

My dear young friends, it is my desire to ad- 
dress you in such a manner as to lead you to love 
and embrace the Saviour as your friend and ever- 
lasting portion. Religion is a pleasant,—not a 
gloomy subject; nothing else can make you happy 
while you live, when you die and through a long 
eternity. Do not think that you are too youn 
to become pious and to prepare for death. If 
you are not too young to die, you are not too 
young to be sorry for your sins, to pray for par- 
don, to have new hearts and to love God. Keli- 
gion will not make you uahappy. You ought te 
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any harm, nor even death itself. He will be near try to make a good use of the precious gospel 








; ; , ‘ Be th: hat 
F ] thout it; but widowed, heart-broken mother? Be thankfult am. s q 
= tli ge. Sag? Aceh sai yr not fear these days of darkness and cruelty are past; and that lie. The child replied, ‘‘ Because I wanted 





fessed the truth. Mrs. M. inquired why she told 


,{to.” Mrs. M. exclaimed, surely, my child now 


¢ " Te wl ” 
you in every hour of danger and will let no evil| which you can hear and read without any one to needs the ‘‘Great Elelper.”’ Mrs. M. rose from 


her sick bed, and retiring, with her child, toa 


= | room where she had been accustomed to go with 


her children for prayer, told E. she must there 











befall you. He will be with you in sickness, and | make you afraid. [ Youth’s Friend. 
when you die he will take you to himself and }° ————_—_—__—_— 
make you happy forever. . - . THE WURSER YE: 

If you have religion, you will not only be much |-~~~——— muon tie ; " 
nly happy while on earth and be kept from ELIZA’S BIRTHDAY 


. ‘ i » birth-days in a year!” 
your conversion? Saints aud angels around the | wish I had two or three birth-day y 











Shall never seek in vain.” L. D. 


SUFFERING FOR CHRIST’S SAKE. 





was. By the first of these articles it was decreed, 


hundred persons were dragged from their families, | tenderness on every child who seeks his favor. 

























































































dren fatherless? Ah! that is his affectionate wife. Maternal Association. 























by denying the truth. And see that little girl, 
































little child, that clings to his father’s knees; how 














infant cries and tears! 




















to be deprived of a pious loving father, and to have firmed that they were dill leaves. ‘* My child 














God knows it is not so.”’ 























* We are sorry we have not got the cut to accompany this article. 











. b ; : : 
ing in his possession a book against transubstan- ° child obtain wg tnene ideas of a God: As this 3 . 
tiation. See what fury there is on the counte- question cannot invariably, if ever, be satisfacto- | which she had just left. 
nance of the cruel priest, while one hand lies on rily answered by a finite mind, is It too much to 
the discovered book, and the other is stretched | Pelieve that while a mother is endeavoring to in- 
out in a threatening gesture towards the poor man. me pee oye po ae with them 
See how firm the accused stands, and how calm|®20¥F ,, bie grea’ Ssoc who made heaven and 
he looks, while the officers are waiting for the earth,” that the Holy Spirit will oer Se 
word to drag him him off to prison and the stake. their infant minds what she so ardently desires they 
But who is ‘she who hides her face in her hand- should knew and understand? In confirmation of 

kerchief, and appears overwhelmed with grief at this belief, I will relate an anecdote that occurred | plants, the next summer. 
the prospect of being soon a: widow, and her chil- |!" the experience of Mrs. M., a member of our 


But much as she is grieved, she would rather fol- Her a yh th a child ge nae agen and 
low him to the stake, than have him save his life | S°V°D Months, on one occasion, when her mother 


=== | ask God to forgive her great sin. But when Mrs. 


M. kneeled, the child would not, saying, ‘ she 


i si i 0 My dear young friends, I dare say you are in| did not want to go to God,” and cried very much. 
oa pare = i + ee ee the habit # nanan your birth-day as a very | Mrs. M., deeply afflicted, arose from her knees 
the ath to en and you will be prepared to happy day—perhaps the happiest in the whole | and taking the Bible which lay near her, she felt 
oe Bb aie with joy. Think, too, how | year; and you may very likely have said, as one |the need of stronger faith in that ae. How 
much your dear Christian friends will rejoice in of my little friends did the other day, ‘‘ How 1| much more shall your Heavenly Father give the 


Hely Spirit to them that ask him.” She felt that 


: i 101 “liza’s parents were pious and kind, and wish-| truly nothing but the Spirit and grace of God 
wield 4 wre Chesed me Aso Bierce wil # od their little pirl all the pleasure they | could subdue and cleanse the heart of her little one. 
he filled se joy, because you will be saved from|could on her birth-day. She had several kind She read from the Bible several passages about 
- = fie b ber and walk the narrow path of| brothers, and many fond uncles and aunts, and | lying, which she eo — could under- 
life. Think of the joy which you will have upon cousins, with a number of young friends who all | stand. To “ unspeakable 1° é came to her, 
a dying bed, with Jesus for your friend, and with|loved her very much, and were accustomed to throwing her —— ye ri mother s neck. 
the bright hope of dwelling with him, and with all | show her some token of love on her birth-day ; Mrs. M. said, ~ A a aughter wish to 
good people forever. Come, then, and listen to | but Eliza’s parents always wrote her a letter of ask God to forgive her? 1e replied, ‘‘ yes. 


the melting invitations of the Saviour; hear him|kind advice, which she highly valued. One Sab- ree wer Patria While we 7 prayed, 
say “ Ask, and ye shall receive; seek, and ye bath morning, she was twelve years old, and on her little a ve er — er moth- 
shall find.” her table were the letters from her parents, which er, of her own accord, a thing she had never be- 
« The soul that longs to see my face, she attentively read. Eliza wasa thoughtful girl, fore attempted. After this, E. appeared calm but 
Is sure my love to gain; and she resolved to take the geod advice of her| very serious. Three days elapsed without any al- 

And those that early seek my grace, 





mother, and ask herself if she had ever begun to| lusion being made to the circumstance, when E, 
serve the Lord, and, if not, to begin that very | said, ‘* Mamma, I never knew that there was a God, 
day. She was so unhappy, fearing that she had | before that day { told a lie.” Her mother repli- 
broken the resolutions she had made before, that, | ed, my dear, I have often told you there was a 
In the year 1539, when Henry the Eighth was| her parents inquired the cause, and she replied, God. **T know you have, mother,” said E., 
king of England, a law was passed by the parlia-| ‘‘ I am unhappy because I fear I do not love God “but I never knew there was a God before I told 
ment, condemning all those who would not receive | any better to-day than on my last birth-day.”’ | that lie. , ‘ sii ; 
the principal errors of the religion of the Pope. | Eliza’s feelings did not vanish with the day, but About a week from this time her sister desired 
As this act consisted of six articles, it was called|she went to the Saviour for strength to enable her | her to do some work, SI ied; 
‘*the whip with six strings;” and a cruel whip it|to love him more, and she is now rejoicing that, her — said to her, Now E. is a good girl. 
at twelve years of age, she chose the one thing| ‘‘ No,” said the child, ‘‘I am not a good girl, I 
that if any one should teach or believe any thing | needful for her portion. Do you, dear children, | am not a good girl, for I have a wicked heart yet.” 
against the doctrine of transubstantiation, he should | ever ask yourselves if you love the Lord! You Ze 4 
be burnt to death, and his property should become | will not, surely, refuse your love to Him who died | as, Thou God seest me,”’ may, under favorable 
the king’s. This doctrine of transubstantiation is|that you might live for ever! Begin now, I en-| circumstances, not only be made palpable to the 
the very corner-stone of the Roman Catholic reli-| treat you, however young, to serve the Lord. It understanding of a very little child, but deeply 


She immediately complied; 


Who can doubt but that important truths, such 




















gion. It teaches that the bread in the communion | will be — easier yd — next year—and how | engraven upon the heart. = [ Maether’s Magazine. 
is changed into the real body and blood of Christ, | do you know you will live till next vear, or even —=E a sea 
the very same body that pe nailed to the cross! me me day? Go now to the dear Saviour, who MORALITY. 

—an absurd and shocking doctrine, which is not} said, ‘‘I love them that love me, and those who nae RRA ENS 
found in the Bible. How thankful should we be}seek me early shall find me. Suffer the little — ocimet s teae, omponion. 
who have early been taught to read the Scriptures, | children to come unto me, and forbid them not, -_ a a Bb : -- a > . 

and to learn from them what is the true way of| for of such is the kingdom of heaven.” He is ne, two, three, four:—four o’clock; orly 


salvation by Jesus Christ. In consequence of| still pleased with the Hosannahs of children, and four o’clock;” said little Mary, rubbing her eyes. 
this cruel law, in the space of two weeks, five | looks down from his throne of glory with love and I have not waked so early this long time. 


**Come, Caroline, let’s get up, and weed our 


, : “ , ardens before breakfast.”” ‘*Oh, I can weed 
and thrown into prison, in — alone. The a all my border after five,” said Caroline ne and I 
> ‘ 
ade see hatin eat onan er eames SMALE want to finish my dream now;—I wish you would 
3 g - _ . ° 39 : 
ting bishop Bonner, accused of the crime of hav- sun enon nein seen, at viet aap een ient Slee Gen” we the SO tere eee 


light, and strove to return to the airy castles 
Mary sprung upon her 
feet, and was soon in the garden, with her stool 
and weed basket; and long before Caroline had 
finished her dream, or even found a place to close 
the first chapter, every weed was carefully pulled 
up, and piled beside the garden wall, to decay, 
and form a border of new, rich earth, in which 
the little girls intended to set all their perennial 
As Mary returned to 
her chamber, she looked out upon her garden; 
and never before did it appear so beautiful to her. 
‘Oh how much I have done this one morning,” 
she said; “‘my garden is entirely changed. I 


was ill, had permission of an older sister to go into| will see how much I can do to-day. I dare say 
with one hand on her mother, and the other the garden and pick some fennel. The child soon 


: . returned with a handful of fennel heads and leaves. 
a ee hanya bob na “oe The leaves she said she picked from a stalk of} ‘‘Oh what time is it?” said Caroline, waking, 
spare my father for her sake?” And that dear|@l-, Her sister reproved her for telling a false-| and seeing Mary busy with her patch-work ;—“‘is 

hood. The child persisted in saying they were | it five o’clock?” “VY 
hard the heart must be that is not moved by his dill leaves. Her sister immediately led E. toher 


that now I have begun well, every thing will go 
well with me, through the day.” 


es, long ago,”’ said Mary, 
proudly. ‘* Have you been out to weed?”? ‘Yes, 


mother’s chamber, and informed her of the child’s| I have finished my garden.” ‘* Well, I will finish 

My dear little readers, how would you feel if prevarication. Mrs. M. called her little daughter | mine before breakfast.” 

you were in the situation of these children, soon to her bed-side and questioned her. She still af- 

no other earthly protector and comforter, than a said Mrs. M., “we all know that it is not so, and 
N 1 She then explained to : 

her the sin of lying. E. burst into tears and con- the roots would still suck up the moisture from 


Caroline hurried on her clothes, and went into 
the garden: but, in her haste, she broke off half 
of the weeds, leaving the roots in the ground. 
This was worse than to have done nothing: for 
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’ the window, ‘don’t disturb poor Towser.” 
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the earth; while the poor, robbed flowers would 
have nothing to screen them from the sun. But 
Caroline was in too great haste to consider. She 
had just filled her basket, and was going to empty 
it, when the breakfast bell rang; and setting it 
down, she ran to the house. Towser soon saw 
the gate open, and liking a turn in the garden, 
he embraced the opportunity. The first thing 
which caught his attention was Caroline’s basket, 
standing on the border; and, being of a meddle- 
some disposition, he soon emptied it of its contents. 
Quite satisfied with such a treasure, he forgot his 
walk; and mixing the weeds with a due propor- 
tion of the mould of the border, he formed a fine 
bed, on which he stretched himself for a morning 
nap. For dogs have much business on hand 
through the night, and often lie down to sleep as 
the morning opens. 

‘Qh you wicked creature!” exclaimed Caro- 
line, when she came to finish her work; ‘‘ get out 
of the garden immediately.” ‘* Oh let him finish 
his dream,”’ said Mary, putting her head out at 
Car- 
oline was going to answer rudely; but her father 
was beside her, and reminded her of the good rule, 
to count an hundred, before answering in a pas- 
sion. While counting, her passion subsided, and 


. she felt no desire to reply: so she set herself pa- 


tiently to work, gathering up the weeds, and re- 
pairing her garden; while Towser hung his head, 
and finished his walk, by a straight path to the 


garden gate; and Mary seated herself again at 
her patch-work. ‘I shall finish three blocks be- 
fore I go to school,” thought she, ‘‘and Mother 
will say I am very industrious. Caroline, see 





early. 
vere. 
done. 


And I) 


And so I shall soon have it done. 


I would like him to pray for me.” 


He was asked, ‘‘ Are you willing to die?”” He 
; a. ' 
what your sister has done,—all because she rose | 205 ‘* Ah! I am not fit to die.” ae " 
I hope, my daughter, that you will perse- | rected his young mind, with much simplicity o 
Why, you will soon have your bed-quilt language, to the Saviour and his perfect right- 
y eousness, as the only foundation of a sinner’s Jus- 


will ask Mother to let me have a quilting party, | tification in the sight of a just and holy God: and | 


priate one, they filled with tears, and she could 
scarcely speak intelligibly. ‘Throughout the day, 
‘* Let him that thinketh he standeth, take heed 
lest he fall,”’ was constantly in the mind of both; 
and Mary accomplished, at least, one thing that 
day,—she learned a lesson of humility, which she 
will never forget. E. L. E. 





OBITUARY. 





DEATH OF A SUNDAY SCHOLAR. 

Died on the 15th of October, Peter, the young- 
est son of the late Mr. William Thompson, aged 
10 years and about three months. 

This interesting boy was a scholar of the Sab- 
bath school attached to the Middle Dutch church, 
New York city. And we record his last exer- 
cises in order to magnify the grace of God, and 
encourage Sabbath school teachers to persever- 
ance in fidelity to the souls of their pupils. His 
teacher is one who is remarkable for his plain, 


Lord Jesus Christ and his unspotted riglteous- 
ness, to his pupils. 

Little Peter was remarkably quiet and still, 
until within two weeks of his severest illness. 


simple, and earnest manner of speaking about the | 





Having asked for a pencil and paper, he wrote 
thereon these words, ‘Death hath stings for wick- 
ed men!” He expressed an earnest desire to see 
his Sabbath school teacher. He was asked why. 
‘* because he is a good man,” said Peter, ‘‘ and 


Mr. F., his teacher, came and prayed with him. 





Such was his composure and deliverance from 
the fear of death, that a little before he expired, 
he gave directions about his funeral. He then 
breathed out these words, ‘‘O Lord Jesus, open 
the gates of heaven and receive me at thy right 
hand!” and-having said this, he calmly breathed 
out his departing soul into his Saviour’s bosom, 
without a struggle. 

Such were the last exercises and the death of 
our dear Sabbath school scholar. Glory be to the 
rich grace of our Lord Jesus Christ! Amen. 

On Sabbath afternoon,the 12th inst., the schools, 
male and female, were assembled in the middle 
Dutch church, before afternoon service, and an 
address was delivered by the Rev. Dr. Brownlee, 
and a suitable improvement made of this affeeting 
death, before the youth and the afflicted family of 
the deceased. [M. Y. Christian Intelligencer. 











SABBATH SCHOOL. 





THE ILLUSTRATION. 


The last Sabbath school Concert was well at- 
tended. An unusual solemnity appeared to per- 
vade the assembly. Have you any encourage- 
ment for us? said Mr. , Who conducted the 
exercises to Dr. The Rev. and venera- 
ble Minister arose and said: 

‘* Yes, my Friends, we have every thing to en- 
courage us. We are engaged in a cause, design- 
ed no doubt, by the Great Head of the church, to 
purify the heart, renovate society, and bring the 
world to own its long neglected Saviour. It is by 











such as we had to quilt the society’s bed-quilt. he entreated him not to trust in any thing he had 


Mary Miller will like this block best, because it | 
is grave: but Jane Wallace will say that is pret-| 
tiest, because it is so perfectly neat, and little | 
Kitty will admire the bright ones.”” With such | 
thoughts the mind of Mary was so much engaged, | 
that when Caroline came in from the garden, and 
began to prepare for school, she did not observe 
her. ‘Are you not going to school?” said Caro- 
line, as she tied on her bonnet. ‘‘ To school!” | 
exclaimed Mary, ‘‘ Why is it school time?” 
“Ves, quite time,” said Caroline, ‘‘I am ready 
now.” ‘*Oh, do wait for me,” said Mary. 
Carloine would have waited, for she felt sorry for 
her sister, but she knew that it would not be right, 
since it was Mary’s fault, and not her misfortune, 
to join her in breaking the rules of the school. 
“‘T cannot wait,”’ said she, ‘‘ but I will take your | 
books, so you wont have to stop to pick them up. 
That will help you alittle.” ‘*Oh dear,” groan- 
ed Mary, as Caroline left the room, ‘‘I thought 
every thing would go well to-day, and now, I shall 
get a mark for tardiness, and it will stand against 
me as long as the school is kept. And my verse 
too,—I had forgotten that. Well, I will learn 
the first I open to.’’ For once, such a resolution 
did no harm; for the first passage which Mary 
read was in the first epistle to the Corinthians, 
tenth chapter, and twelfth verse. ‘‘ Let him that 
thinketh he standeth, take heed lest he fall.” 
Had Mary searched the Bible through, she could 
not have found a passage better fitted to her situ- 
ation, than this; and in a moment, all the events 
ofthe morning were before her mind. She had 
thought that she stood firmly, but she now saw 
that she had fallen into sin and disgrace. Late 
as it was, she fell upon her knees, and in the bit- 
terness of her heart confessed her sin, and com- 
mitted herself to Him, ‘‘who alone is able to 
keep us from falling, and to present us faultless 
befure the presence of his glory, with exceeding 
joy.” Mary was prepared to see her name set 
down as tardy, when she entered school; but 
when she came to repeat her passage, and her 


| 
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eyes met the wanderirg eyes of Caroline, who 
could not but think that she had found an appro- 


done, or could do, to merit salvation; but to go 
as a poor helpless sinner to Christ, for righteous- 
ness, sanctification, and redemption. 

The next day, his disease still increasing, he 
asked his brother James if he had prayed to God. 
‘**T beg you to do it,”’ said the child, ‘‘ and, re- 
member, you must pray from the heart. And if I 
should recover, you must all kneel down and pray 
with me.”’ After a pause he added, ‘‘ If you will 
not, I shall get Catharine to pray with me, for she 
is a Christian.” 

He talked much, and with deep solemnity, to 
his widowed mother, and his sister Eliza. ‘‘Ido 
hope,” he said, ‘‘mother, that you will never 
forget the words of my dying lips. O, mother, 
remember to pray morning and evening, and read 
your Bible!’ 

On the third day before his death, his mother 
found him at an early hour singing a hymn. ‘‘I 
am now so happy in my mind,” said the child, 
‘‘that I cannot but sing: I have been a great 
sinner, but I am relieved from the burden of my 
sin.” 

Being asked by a friend whether he now felt 
willing to obey the Saviour, and submit to his 
will to live or to die, he replied with great earnest- 
ness, ‘‘ Yes.” ‘‘If you should recover,” said 
the friend to him, ‘‘ would you continue to love 
the Lord?”” He replied, ‘‘ Ido believe I should; 
for my Saviour has been so good to my soul, I 
could never forget him.” 

The night before he died he spent in prayer. 
And when he was asked if he wished to live, he 
said, ‘‘ Just as the Lord pleases.”” He would 
frequently clasp his hands together, when suffer- 
ing great pain, and say, ‘‘O Lord Jesus, receive 
my spirit into thy kingdom!” 

The morning he died, a friend asked his mother 
if he had slept any all night. She said no. 
‘* Yes, mother,” said the child, ‘‘I have a little 
this morning: the Lord has been very merciful to 
me.” ‘*I am going to the Sabbath school,” said 
his friend to him, ‘‘and my dear child, we will 
remember you.”’ This pleased and delighted him; 
and as his friend departed, he said, ‘‘ Remember 
me—do not forget me.” 


the influence of the blessed Bible, taught to little 


| children, as it is in the Sabbath school, that he in- 
itends ere long, I trust, to usher in the dawning 
| of millennial glory; and you, teachers, can be co- 


|workers with your Redeemer. 


Rejoice then. 
| Be up and doing; for soon you must pass away. 
| Be affectionate, be zealous, be persevering, in 
| the teaching of that word; leave the event to God, 
‘and he will bless your labors. I’ll give you an 
| illustration: 

‘*Two months since, a young gentleman and 
lady were married in my neighborhood, with flat- 
tering prospects of future happiness. In_ six 
weeks, by a sudden attack of fever, they were 
laid just on the verge of the grave. Mr. — 
had a praying mother, who brought him up her- 
self, and in the Sabtath school, to commit to 
memory many, very many, texts of Scripture. 
But he grew up without religion.” Sudden sick- 
ness, and threatened death, did not awake him to 
a sense of his danger. The mother was in an 
agony. She retired to pray, and then returned. 

‘** My son,”’ said she, ‘‘ you must die. Oh flee 
to the Saviour, or you are lost; how long have 
you fled from him! but even now, he bids you 
welcome to his arms.’ He listened, and felt his 
danger. Light broke in upon his soul. He saw 
himself the vilest sinner upon earth, and in the 
most forcible language in all the Bible, he deserib- 
ed his own vileness and lost condition. It was 
the verses he had learned many years before in 
the Sabbath school! and though for all that time, 
they had been forgotten, they now broke upon his 
memory with a meaning he had never known be- 
fore. They told him his condition, and pointed him 
to the only refuge, with an energy and a plainness 
more than human; to that refuge he fled, and died 
rejoicing in hope of Heaven. 

‘‘The young partner of his bosom had been 
educated differently. Her parents were high in 
the world; their doctrine was, that Sabbath schools 
were injurious, that the minds of children ought 
to be permitted to grow up unrestrained, and then 
choose for themselves. And so they educated 
their darling and lovely daughter. As might 
have been expected, when she grew up, she made 
no other choice than to neglect all religion. Of 
Bible religion, she knew nothing. And when 
told of its necessity upon a sick bed, her mind 
was in perfect confusion, she knew not where to 
begin, or what todo. She continued in this state 
until she died.” [ Western Luminary. 






















































































































































































































































































































































































Youth’s Companion. 




















EDITORIAL. — 


FLATTTRY. 

A number of years ago, a young gentleman by the 
name of Austin was shot dead in State street, Boston, 
by a man named Selfridge, who had a quarrel with 
Austin’s father, and suspected that Austin was about 
to chastize him. A friend of young Austin, who was 
a Universalist, after stating the circumstances to an- 
other, said, You know I don’t believe there is any 
hell; but I think there ought to be one for Selfridge.” 
We were led to think of this anecdote, when re- 
flecting on Flattery. ‘The laws do not call it a crime, 
nor attach penalties to it; but when we consider the 


mischief which it does, it seems that it ought to be re- | 


strained and punished. We will suppose a few cases 
to illustrate our meaning, and leave the reader to de- 
cide whether such things have not been. 

A lady has been diligent on the Sabbath in prepar- 
ing the mind of her little daughter to go to the house 
of God, and hear his word. She has impressed on 
her heart the truths that all have sinned, and are guilty 
in the sight of God, and unless we repent and believe 
in the Saviour we cannot be saved; she hopes her 
little dayghter has a humble view of herself and is 
almost willing to accept the Saviour as her portion. 
With these thoughts on their minds, they meet a gay 
acquaintance, who exclaims, ‘* Whata beautiful little 
girl this is! how blooming her cheeks look! how 
sweetly her hair curls!” ‘The lady tries to change 
the subject of conversation—but it is continued until 
the little girl begins to think it is all very true, and 
wonders she did not know it before. She takes her 
seat in the pew, butshe wishes to talk about the “ kind 
friend” they inet, and all her actions show that she 
takes no interest in what the Minister says, but is only 
thinking what her “kind friend” said to her. She 
returns home, and the first thing she does is to place 
herself before the looking glass, and regulate her curls! 


Thus pride was kindled in her heart, which soon | 


burnt up the seeds of pious instruction. 


A young man of 16 loves his parents; has been ac- 
customed to pass his evenings in their society, and 
improve his mind by instructive conversation or useful 
reading; his parents are affectionate and ready to do 
any thing for his innocent gratification or amusement. 
But he is placed in a store to acquire a knowledge of 
business, where he acquires a new set of acquaintances. 
“+ Alfred,” says William, ‘‘ I have a great regard for 
you, and wonder how you can spend your time at 
home, when we young fellows can enjoy ourselves so 
You are such a pleasant fellow 
I 
will call for you this evening, and do all [can to make 
Alfred believing others to 
be as sincere in conversation as himself, thinks: favor- 
ably of his new friend, and when he calls for him, 
after some hesitation at leaving his parental fireside, 
‘This was his first step in the road 


much of evenings. 
we should be glad to have you in our company. 


you as happy as we are.” 


he consents to go. 
of dissipation and ruin. 


Amelia was a lovely girl; fond of her father and 
‘They gave her every advan- 
tage to improve her mind and cultivate pious affec- 
She grew up as an olive plant, and was belov- 
The morning of her life 
gave promise of much happiness in after years, and 
she hoped for an eternity of happiness in a future 
state. But the flatterer came—he praised her rosy 
cheeks, her sparkling eye, her dulcet voice, until she 
began to think herself a beauty—his secret notes were 


devoted to her mother. 


tions. 
ed by all her acquaintance. 


full of adulation, and his vows of affection were con 
stant and unremitting. 
pain observed the change in her demeanor; they warn 
ed her of her danger; but she could not doubt his sin 


cerity—they tried to convince her that a life of poverty 


and disgrace was in the path he was leading her; bu 
he called her a ** persecuted angel,” and persuaded he 


to resist their ‘tyranny ” and throw herself on his 


| protection. A parent’s tears and prayers were unheed- 
__ ted; the flatterer was believed, and the lovely Amelia 
el was ruined! 


Amelia’s parents with much 


As the “serpent that beguiled Eve” is detested, so 
let the flatterer be avoided as a subtle and dangerous 
enemy. 





INCIDENTS IN MISSISSIPPI VALLEY. 
LETTER V. 
Anpvover 'I'ueo. Sem., Nov. 7th, 1834. 

Dear Cuitprex,—T hose of you who have read the 
| memoir of Catharine Brown, will recollect that Creek 
| Path in the Cherokee Nation, is the place where she 
died and was buried. I went to visit her grave. [tis 
close beside her brother John’s. Both the graves are 
covered by a small roof, supported by some round 
pillars at the corners, about as high as you could reach, 
and encircled by a neat little fence, running between 
each of the posts. There, while bending over her 
dust, I thought how the Missionaries of the cross found 
her, a poor heathen child; how they took her home 
and taught her about Jesus Christ the Saviour of lost 
sinners; how earnestly, they labored and prayed that 
she might become one of the lambs of his fold; how 
she finally was convinced of her sins, and gave herself 
away to the Saviour: how ardently she then labored 
and prayed for the salvation of her dear parents, 
brothers and sisters. ‘The missionaries said, and I 
think you will find it in her memoir, that one morning 
she went away into the woods to pray for her brother 
David. She continned all day in prayer, and returned 
home just as the sun was going down, feeling sure 
that her brother would be converted; but not thinking 
she had been gone from home but an hour or two. 
Do you not recollect how Jacob once wrestled with 
the Angel in prayer till break of day, and would not 
let him go till he had obtained the blessing? and also 
what he called the place afterwards? I think he called 
it ** Peniel.” 

That sacred spot was afterwards Catharine’s ‘ Pe- 
| niel.? I thought too while thus hending over her grave, 
|how calm, and peaceful, and happy was the hour, 
| when her immortal spirit, 

‘* Quit its clay, and sped its flight, 
To worlds of joy, and realms of light.” 

Some of the flowers which I plucked from her grave, 
I still retain. Catharine Brown is now in Heaven, 
with Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob, and all the ransomed 
of the Lord, singing the songs of redeeming love 
around the throne. Dear children, do you think you 
are prepared to meet her there? 

I proposed to tell you in this letter something about 
the removal of the Chernkees to the West. Could 
you have stood here two hundred years ago, on some 
lofty eminence, and cast your eyes over the country 
now called New England, you would have beheld one 
boundless wilderness, broken only here and there, by 
the wigwarms of an Indian village. Had you dared 
to venture a little into that wilderness, you might have 
met the Indian hunters in the chase, themselves as 
wild as the wild deer they pursued. In these beauti- 
ful valleys of New England, you might then have seen 
the curling smoke ascending above the trees, from 
their rude dwellings, and on these mountains, you 
might have heard the echoes of the noisy chase. But 
how changed! Where now are the red men of the 
forest? The white men came and took possession of 
their lands, and they were compelled to leave their 
homes, and retire beyond the mountains, into the 
great Valley of the Mississippi. There, they hoped 
to dwell in peace. But our white population has 
been multiplying and spreading to the westward. 
They have settled upon the lands all around the Indian 
nations, and now they tell the Indians they want their 
lands, and they must go away west of the Mississippi 
river. The Indians were much distressed, and said 
they did not wish to go. But they were told they 
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more are going, but it is often very trying for the chil- 
dren to leave the mission family, and the Sabbath 
School, and their other school, to go where they will 


have none. Catharine Brown’s parents went; and 
her mother wished Catharine to go with them; she 
said she could not live if she did not go with them. 


But Catharine told her mother, that separating from 
the missionaries to go where there were none, to her 
would be more bitter than death. A little girl eight 
years old whose parents were going to remove, asked 
her parents to permit her to stay behind with the 
missionaries, that she might still attend school; and 
when she was told she must go, she wept bitterly. A 
little boy ten years old, asked his parents to let him 
stay and go to school. They said no, he must go with 
them. On the morning that he left, when he saw the 
children going to school, the silent tear stole down 
his cheek, for blessings now no longer his. As the 
wagon moved away, he followed bebind with a slow 
and reluctant step, weeping over his hard fate. 

Now my dear children, {can say but a word more. 
You see how much the missionaries are doing for these 
unfortunate Indian children. But there is one thing, 
children, I wish you to remember. Remember how 
Catharine went away into the woods and continued 
all day in prayer for her dear brother. It was because 
she felt that he had an immortal soul to be saved or 
lost. She did not cease praying till she felt sure that 
God heard and would answer her prayer. Her broth- 
er was converted, and has since died and gone to 
heaven. Dear children, have you not souls as pre- 
cious as David Brown’s? and will you not pray as 
earnestly for yourselves, as Catharine did for her 
brother? and dear children, do not cease praying, till 
you feel sure as she did, that God has heard your 
prayer, and that you are prepared to meet her and her 
brother in Heaven. SEDGWICK. 





*¢ Taking Snuff.”’ 

We have received acommunication from a “ young 
reader” signed “* L. M. N.” on the subject of taking 
snuff; but it is not written in a style suitable for publi- 
cation—and we have another objection to it—the pos- 
tage was nol paid on the letter, as it ought to have been. 
As to taking Snuff, it is such a filthy practice, that 
we can hardly think any of our young readers are 
guilty of it. It is about as bad as chewing Tobacco or 
smoking Cigars. ‘The best way to ascertain whether 
these things are good for use, is to try an experiment, 
(as a Minister did with a jug of Rum that was present- 
ed to him,) give the vile stuff to the hogs, and see if 
they will partake of it; and if they turn fronv it with 
disgust, it surely is not fit for human beings. 








POETRY. 


TO A LITTLE GIRL THAT TOLD A LIE. 
And has my darling told a lie! 
Dic she forget that God was by? 
‘That God, who saw the thing she did, 
From whom no action can be hid; 
Did she forget that God could see, 
And hear, wherever she might be? 
He made your eyes, and can discern, 
Whichever way you think to turn; 
He made your ears, and he can hear, 
When you may think nobody ’s near: 
In every place, by night or day, 
He watches all you do and say. 
You thought, because you were alone, 
Your falsehood never could be known, 
But liars always are found out, 
Whatever ways they wind abeut; 
And always be afraid, my dear, 
To tell a lie, for God can hear! 
I wish, my dear, you'd always try 
To actas shall not need a lie; 
And when you wish a thing to do, 
‘That has been once forbidden you, 
Remember that, nor even dare 
To disobey—for God is there! 
Why should you fear to tell me true? 
Confess, and then I’ll pardon you: 
Tell ine you ’re sorry, and will try 
To act the better by and by, 
And then, whate’er your crime has been, 
It wont be half so great a sin. 
But cheerful, innocent, and gay, 
As passes by the smiling day, 
You'll never have to turn aside, 
From any one your faults to hide; 
Nor heave a sigh, nor have a fear, 


























must go; so many of them have once more left their 


homes, and gone into the distant wilderness. Many 








That either God, or I should hear. 
Youth's Magazine} Jang Tarcor. 











